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AWB OTHEM NOTIONS. 



BY 



LOUIS A. ROBERTS. 



" The Poefs eye, in a Jine frenzy rolling. 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven. 
And as imagination bodies frrth 
The firms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shape, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name,** 
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HIGH ART. 




TOO THIN. 

"Ladies and Gentlemen: — I regret to announce 
that, owing to a sudden and severe attach of 
illness, the gentlernan who was adveri^ised to tahe 
the part of HaTwlet this evening, will be unable 
to appear before you. With the omission of this 
unimportant character, however, the play will 
begin as usual — with all our splendid scenic 
effects, including a real ghost. Hoping, ladies 
and gentlemen, thai this little circumstance will 
in nowise detract from your pleasure in the 
evening's entertainment, the performance wiU 
now coTmnenc&." 




When 'Freedom from her mountain height 
Unfurled her standard to the air. 

She tore the azure robe of night , 
And set the stars of glory there. 

Joseph Rodman Drake. 




When Freedom from her mountain height 
Unfurled her standard to the air. 

She tore the azure robe of night. 
And set the stars of glory there. 

Joseph Rodman Drake. 
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There studious let me sif. 
And hold high converse with the mighty 
dead. 

Thomson. 
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Gay birds in cages pining^ 
Are not the birds for me ; 

The plumes so brightly shining, 
I care not now to see ; 

But Fve a bird — 

Thomas Haynes Bayly — 
" The Rose that All are Praising." 




^/l 



T^he most unkindest cut of all! 

Shakspeare. 
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Over the river they beckon to me. 

Loved ones who've crossed to the 
further side ; 
The gleam of their snowy robes I see. 
But their voices are lost in the rushing 
tide. 

Nancy A. W. Priest. 
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Tm sitting on the stile, Mary, 

Old Song. 
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Her shape in dreams I oft behold. 
And oft she whispers in my ear. 



Moore. 
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The Smith, a mighty man is he. 
With large and sinewy hands. 

And the muscles of his brawny arms. 
Are strong as iron bands. 

Longfellow — 
"The Village Blacksmith." 
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** The man that hath no music in himself. 
And is not moved with concord of sweet: 

sounds. 
Is fit for treason, stratagems and s^oUk"^ 

SHAKaCEARE 




Beautiful i'le of the sea. 
Sweet is thy memry to me. 

Old Song. 
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Loy how her dark arm holds me I — / am 

bound 
By the soft touch of fingers light as leaves. 

Robert Buchanan. 
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PERSEUS ET CAPUT MEDUSAE. 

T^he victor Perseus, with the Gorgon 

heady 
O'er Lybyan sands his airy journey 

sped. 
The gory drops distilled, as swift he 

Jfew, 
And from each drop envenomed ser- 

pents grew. 

Anonymous. 
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A woman moved is like a fountain 

troubled. 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of 

beauty'' 

Shakspeare. 
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BIRD SEED, 

In process of germination. 
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// is an ancient Mariner, 
And he stoppeth one of three. 

By thy long grey beard and glittering eye. 
Now wherefore stopfst thou me ?" 



Coleridge. 
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THE TWINS. 
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She rose from her delicious sleep. 
And put away her dark brown hair 



Whittier — 
•"^ The Maiden's Prayer." 
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THE CARRIER DOVE. 

Fly away to my native land, sweet dove. 
Fly away to my native land. 

And bear these lines to my lady love. 
That I've traced with a feeble hand. 

Old Song. 
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A hundred months have passed^ 

Lorena, 

Since last I held this hand in mine, 

And felt thy pulse heat fast, Lorena, 

But mine beat faster far than 

thine. 

Old Song. 
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O have you seen fair Inez? 

She's gone into the West, 
To dazzle when the sun goes down. 

And rob the world of rest. 



Hood 
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THE CHILD OF THE REGIMENT. 
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* How can I leave thee T 



Old Song. 
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A gleaming shoulder cut the stream, andlo ! 

I saw the glistening Naiad rise : 
She floated like a lily, white as snow. 

With half-closed eyes. 

Robert Buchanan. 
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/ could a tale unfold * * * ^ 

Shakspeari» 
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No : strike at once^my hour is come-^ 

in thee 
I recognize the minister of Jove, 
And, kneeling, thus submit me to his 

Power. 

Talfourd's *' Ion." 
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Maud Mullery on a summer day. 
Raked the meadow sweet with hay. 
Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth 
Of simple beauty and rustic health. 
Singing she wrought, and her merry glee 
The mock- bird echoed from his tree. 

Whittier. 
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But what is this f — it cometh — and it 

brings 
4 music with it — *tis the rush of wings. 

Edgar A. Poe — 

" Al Aaraaf." 
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Beneath the lamp the lady bowed. 
And slowly rolled her eyes around. 

Coleridge — 

" Christabel. 




" /'// chase the antelope over the plain, 
The tiger s cub I'll bind with a chain. 
And the wild gazelle, with its silvery 

feet. 
Til give to thee for a playmate sweet" 



Old Song. 
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' It is a beauteous lady, richly dressed. 
Around her neck are chains and 
jewels rare ; 

A velvet mantle shrouds her snowy 
breast. 

And a young child is sweetly 
slumbering there'' 

Old Song — 

Allan Percy. 
41 




" What though the tempest madly raves ? 
I dive into thy darksome caves. 
And snatch the jewels hidden there. 
To glisten in the upper air."" 

Anon — 
" The Pearl Diver to the Sea." 
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" Come one, come all; this rock shall fly 
From its flrm base as soon as IT 



Scott. 
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'Twere vain to guess what shook the 

pious man. 
Who looked not lovingly on that divan. 
Nor show'd high relish for the banquet 
prest. 

Byron — 

"The Corsair." 
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Oh^ tell me some secluded place, 
Where^ weary with this fitful race. 
These tired limbs awhile may rest. 

Aella Greene. 
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The lone starry hour give me, love. 

When still is the beautiful night. 
When the round laughing moon I see, love. 

Peep through the clouds, silver bright ; 
When the wind through the lone wooa 
sweeps, love. 

And I gaze on some bright rising star. 
When the world is asleep, wake thou, love. 

And list while I touch my guitar. 

Old Serenade 
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The ''poor but respectable parents ^ 
Old Biographers. 
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List ! 'tis a Grecian maid that sings^ 
While from Ilyssus* silvery springs. 
She draws the cool lymph in her 
graceful urn ; 
And by her side, in music's charm 

dissolving. 
Some patriot youth, the glorious past 
revolving. 
Dreams of bright days that never 
can return. 

Moore. 
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Turn, Angelina, ever dear. 

My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long lost Edwin here. 

Restored to love and thee I 

Goldsmith — 

"The Hermit.'* 
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My bark is on the Sea /" 

Byron. 



51 




And there upon the moss she sits. 
The Dark Ladie in silent pain ; 

The heavy tear is in her eye. 
And drops and swells again. 

Coleridge — 
" Ballad of the Dark Ladie." 
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■ The shades of night were falling fast. 
As through an Alpine village passed, 
A youth, who bore, mid snow and ice, 
A banner with the strange device. 
Excelsior /" 

Longfellow. 
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Unbridled Spirit ! throned upon the lap 
Of ebon Midnight, whither dost thou 
stray ? 

Anon — 
"Hymn to the Night Wind." 
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The sullen bell is tolling, 
That calls me to my doom. 

Frances A. Fuller — 

" Queen Mary's Lovers. 
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Thou art more wondrous fair than mortals 

know. 

"^ "^ ^ -^ i^ 

Close up each eyelid with a warm, rich kiss,. 
And let me listen while the sunlights go i 

I cannot bear a time so still as this,. 
Unbroken by thy voice's fall andfow^ 

Sing to me. Beautiful I — Sing low, sing 
low, sing low I 

Robert Buchanan — ■ 
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"The Siren, 




O master ! we are seven. 

Wordsworth. 
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Hark ! how the loud and ponderous mace 

of time> 
Knocks at the golden portals of the day. 



Longfellow — 

"The Spanish Student.' 
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THE GUIDE BOABD 

Health, Peace, and Competencej 

OR 

THE ROAD TO HAPPY OLD AGE. 



A HAND-BOOK ADAPTED TO ALL CLASSES, IN ALL PARTS 
OF THE COUNTRY. 



By ¥. ¥. HALL, M. D., NEW TOEK, 

Author of "Health by Good Living," "Fun better than 
Physic," &c. 



1 VOL., ROYAL OCTAVO, 750 PAGES. 

Fine Heavy White Paper, Small Pica Type, English Muslin, Beveled 

Boards, Gilt Back and Side Stamp, Library Style, and Half Calf, 

v/ith Fine Steel Plate Engraving of the Author, and 

THIRTT-THKEE FULl-PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS by the Best Artists. 



English Muslin $4.00 

Library Style 4.50 

Half Calf, Sprinkled Edge 5.00 

" " Gilt Back, Marble Edge 5.50 

" " Gilt Back and Gilt Edge 6.00 

Turkey Morocco, Full Gilt 7.00 



EXOLTJSIVELY A SUBSOEIPTIOIT BOOE. 

Prospectus, with sample pages and style of binding, sent by mail, postage paid, 
on receipt of ^2.00. 

Flrst-Class Experienced Ag^ents Wanted in all sections of 

the country, and the Itent indncements offered. >e®=-We have Agents 
who have been connected with us five years, which is an indication of their 
satisfiaction with our dealings. 

D. E. FISK & CO., Publishers," 

SPRIXOFIEIiB, MASS. 

H. N. McKINNEY & CO. 
16 Nortb Seventh Street, Pbiladelphia. 



62 



"A Hearty Laugh Elevates the Spirit and Enlivens the Circulation." 



FTj]sr 
BETTER THAN PHYSIC: 

on 

EVERYBODY'S LIFE PRESERVER. 

BY 

W. W. HALL, M. D., NEW YOEK, 

AUTHOR OF "THE GFIDE BOARD," "HEALTH BY GOOD LIVING," ETC 

One "Vol. 13ino. 333 Pages. 

Fine Heavy White Paper, Small Pica Type, English Muslin, Beveled 

Boards, Gilt Back and Side Stamp, with Fine 

Steel Plate Portrait of the Author. 



This book contains twelve hundred maxims and precepts 
in regard to health, morals and human happiness, and these 
are made so plain and clear that a child can see and feel their 
truth. Thus seen and felt, they are never forgotten, even to 

the LATEST HOUR OF LIFE. 

The great popularity of the author (than whom none other is 
SO often quoted) is a guarantee that this book will be eagerly 
sought for, and treasured as a gem. 



I^I^IOE S1.50. 
The Best Fireside and Traveling Companion in tlie World. 

Those who wish to live a long and happy life should call for 
it, buy it, read it daily, and follow its Precepts. 

Sent to any address, post paid, on receipt of price. 

D. E. FISK & CO., Publishers, 



H. N. McKINNEY & CO., 



16 North Seventh St., Philadelphia. 
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